THE    MEMOIRS    OF
have only to name it. At the least, you will always have a
home here, and I will see to it that neither you nor yours
will ever want/
Rashleigh, very much moved by the generosity of the old
gentleman, glanced across at Mrs. Marby, and thought he
saw her give an assenting nod to his unspoken inquiry as to
whether he should now tell her father the truth about him-
self.
'I hope. Colonel Woodville,' he said, 'that for your
daughters* sake you will forgive me for having attempted
to deceive you, as it was Mrs. Marby who asked me to wait
until you were well before telling you the truth about my-
self. I am a runaway convict, and was driven to escape
because I could no longer endure the miseries of the lime-
burners' camp on the Coal River. I can only say that my
colonial record is clean, and has not been stained by any
crime except that of escaping from servitude/
Colonel Woodville listened to this brief confession with
obvious amazement, and sat for some minutes looking
silently at the floor. His eyes were full of pain and unhap-
piness as he raised them at last to look at Rashleigh.
*I never felt until now,* he said in a sad voice, 'how hard
it can be to have to perform a duty. So long as I thought
you to be the man you seemed to be, my home with all it
contains were free to you, but now that you have declared
yourself a fugitive criminal, there is only one course open to
me, I am sorry/
With a gesture of reluctance his hand went out to ring
the bell to summon a servant, but Mrs, Marby, divining his
intention, interposed.
*Oh, papa, what are you going to do?' she asked in a tone
ringing with emotion.
*My duty,  child;   I  must give  the   runaway up/  he
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